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CHAPTERL
. THE TRAIN-WRECEERS

SFire!*

“Who is {t2"

= A spy—one of the vigilantes. Down
tim, or the game is lost!”

These ejaculations, spoken rapldly
and excitedly, broke the silence of &
waird and tragic scene in ome of the
loveliest valleys-of the far West.

They were directed toward a man
+who had suddenly appeared upon a land-
scape which for over an hour had held
half & dozen human figures, who had
been lurking in the vicinity of a lonely
stretch of railroad

The time was night, relleved by the
refulgence of a September moon, its
rays just beginning to illumine mount-
ain and valley with & rare crystalline
beauty.

Hall » mile distant, where the river
stretched & dim silver thread of Tadl-
snce, & lonely statlon showed, from
which glimmered the lightof a single
lantern.

At the spot where the story opens, the
single railway track curved over & high
trestle work and then descended on a
sharp grade toward the station and the
stream.

For years this section, especially the
eourse pursned by the railroad, which
was 8 recently constructed branch of the

at Pacific system, had been known as
m Lone Canyon trall. The station was
called Ten-spot, and the nearest settle-
ment was twenty miles over the moun-
tain at Miner's Gulch .

Beyond that stretched an alternation
of plain and hill and valley, infested
even at the time of our narrative by
maraunding bands of savages.

The region was one in which a rough,
uncultured set of miners and rangers
resided, and outlaw bands found it & fa-
vorite field for thelr operations

As has been stated, one hour previous

the utterance of the words that begin

chapter half & dozen men rode up
to the scene, dismounted silently, led
their horses to s thicket near by, and
then became massed together near the
rallroad. : .

Here for some moments they were en-
gsged in some mysterious movements
about the ralls. One of their number
went down the tracks to the station
goturned, muttered an ominous "Ali
fight,” and then thelr dusky figures

oved hither and thither. Not an audi-

o word was spoken until a tall, full-
bearded man, evidently the leader of the
party, startled his companions with the
sxclamation:

“Get to cover! Someone I8 coming!®

Someone was coming straight down
the tracks—a man past middle age, stal-
wart, rugged, and attired in the garb of
& frontiersman. :

His gait was & careless and leisurely

one, as if he had got tired of walting for
the train at the depot and was strolling
sabont to kill time until it arrived.
. All unaware of the perilous ambuscade
that lay in wait for him, he was not con-
scious of the presence of a foe until he
turned s curve in the rails and fell back
with a startled cry:

“What’s this! An obstruction on the

goad!  They're at it againl Redskins or
outlaws; there's danger afloat for the
Illﬁht train, sure.”
. He turmed to hasten back to the sta-
tlon. .At that moment six dusky forms
arose from .the bushes that lined the
side of the tracks.

*Fire!

i *Who is he?”

@A gpy—one of the vigilantes! Down
him, or the game is lost.”

There was & blinding blaze of light,
gnd six revolvers flashed in the moon-

ht.
us“mssad him—after him! He must
not escape and give the alarm!” cried
the leader of the coterie.

The stranger had indeed been missed.
He must have been magically alert, for
a8 the bullets whistled past him he drop-

to the ground and they flew over his

«Youn scoundrels! Come on, whoever
you are!”

His volce, clear and stentorian, rang
out like an izdignant roar of defiance
and courage.

He had again sprung to his feet and

bhad drawn his own revolver.
At that moment his enemies made a
united rush for the spot where he was.
He was forced to retreat a step or two.
A creeping vine entangled his foot, and
Le fell violently backward.

“Take that|” :

The words were spoken by the leader,
a8 he reached the prostrate man.

=Despard—outlaw and renegade! I
know you. Coward! villaln! If I was
at fair odds with yon—"

The words were silenced suddenly.
The leader of the band—the man he
bad cslled Despard—had raised a curved
1ron bar he held in his hand. - It de-
scended with terrific force, cutting a
cruel gash In the forehead of the cour-
ageous stranger, stanning him to insen-
sibllity.

Despard’s eyes wore a haunted, fright-
eped expression, and his face was deathly
pale as he surveyed his unconscious foe.

«“You’ve settled him, Despard,” spoke
one of the men as hu crowded to hisside
*What does it mean?”

Despard spoke in an awed tone.

“What mean??

“That man.”

“Youn know him.®

“Enow him! Look again, Jim Dan
ton. Ah! I thought you would recog-
nize him.” ‘

Despard’s companion peered close ai
the face of the prostrate man.

“Ranger Ralph!™ he gasped out.

«Yes. Do you remember when last
wo saw him, and we left him to diea
prisonerin a cave in the Utah hills? Hg
%ad crossed our tfralk ‘determined %0
bring us to justice for o ntage robbery.
Ho swore then that he would be avenged.
He escaped. What can his presence
here mean but disaster %o oar plans?
His object is the same &8 our own—to
meet the girl who stands between me
and a royal fortune. Itis an ill omen,

Danton. I fear, I tremble.”

uFor s dead man!” scoffed Danton,
jeeringly; “lfor he Is certainly dead this
time.”

“«He may have friends near at hand.®

#\Ve can soon find that out. But no,
no; he would not walk to his fate that
way if he knew we were here or suapect
ed our plans.”

Danton turnod from the spob ;

#Vanot,” hoe oalled, to ono of the men. |

«What is 187 asked the person nddress

d. .

«You visited the station?*

“Yos"

#Thare was no one there?”

#No one but the depot agent.”

«You are sure?”

#Positive. *
_ %Go there again and reconnoiter. It
there are any others Arrived since We
came, return and report at once.*

«All right.”

Danton returned to the leader’s side,
who had walked away from the place
where Ranger Ralph lay. o

Captain,” he said to Despard “As to
yonder enemy—ranger, dective and vigl-
lante—the blow with the iron bar has
gettled him You are sure the girl will
be on the tram.”

“Tnez??

“Yes.”

u0f course she will I received posi
tive information. Remember, Danton,
that sho s of more value to us than the
booty.”

«That's all rightt You and I will
look out for the girl, and the others for
the booty. But if she should be killed?”

“Then I benefit just so much, that’s
all,® replied Despard, coolly. “What
makes me uneasy is Ranger Ralph's ap~
pearance aere.” k

“Why so?”

"Because he was one of her dead
father's companions. ®

“Well?”

“Inez's father was one of his old-tima
rrionds. He probably warned him of his
renegade relative.”

“Yourself?”

“Exactly. If so, even if the girl were
dead, my claim might be disputed, or
my past record would prevent my &ap-
pearing to secure the fortune. No, Dan-
ton, the only way Is to get possession of
the girl; and Ilove her just emough to
wanf to marry her. Your men insisted
on o wreck to secure what booty the
train had. I talke the chances of the
aceident killing the girl. At all events,
she must be secured by us, Or her death
assured before the night is over.”

“You are a relative of Robert Tracey,
ber father?”

€A distant one—but the only one after

her.?

“And the fortune?”

«]g 3 mystery, in & way, and was lefi
by Tracey in possession of an old reclose
known as Hermit Ben. The story is too
complicated & one to relate now.
member, the girl is our especial care;
when the disaster comes, search for

her.”

«All right, Despard. Let us get with
the boys. The train will be due now
In a short time.”

The two men moved some distance
away, to where an obstruction consist~
ing of logs, rocks and fron had been
piled on the track.

At that moment the man Vance, whom
Danton had sent to the depot, returned.
“Well?” asked the latter. .

«No one there but the depot agent.”
#And the man we had to setile yon-
der?”

«] guess he had just arrived, for two
horses were standing outside the station.
I cut them loose for fear of accidents.”
“Twol” whispered Despard, in an in-
tense tone to Danton. “Do you hear??
“Yes.”

“Ranger Ralph expected someone on
the train.”

“Evidently.”

«And that one was the girl who is the
object of all our plots—Inez Tracey.”

CHAPTER IL
TOO0 LATE

‘eThe scoundrels! Dyke Despard, my
score against you—deeper than ever, for
this cowardly act—will be a terrible one
when your day of reckoning comes!”
The words emanated fn a palined,
gasping tone of voice from the spot

‘where a few minutes previous they had,

to all seeming, viewed the dead form of
Ranger Ralph, the border scout and de-
tective,

Ranger Ralph himself spoke, but his
haggard face and pain-stricken eyes told
that the blow Despard had dealt him
was & terrible one in its effects.

Under {t he had gone down like a shot.
Utter insensibility had finally given way
to dawning consclousness, but so feeble
and confused tha' he could scarcely raise
himseif on one arm.

The blood from a ghastly wound on
the head deluged his face and showed a
deep gash that would leave a scar to his
dying day-

. His head was dizzy, his sight blinded,
his strength seemed leaving him. He
essayed to arise, and then, "with &
groan, fell back exhausted.

Suddeniy every nerve seemed to thrill
to quickened action, and he forget his
wound and his helplessness for the mo-
ment. '

“The train!” ko gasped, wildly. “I
had forgotten it Oh, these villains!
They have piled an obstruction on the
track. Too plainly I see Dyke Des-
pard's plot. The girl—Inez. He knew
she was coming here, and with his rene-
gade associates seeks to prevent her ap-
pearing to claim the fortune her father
left her. I must prevent this awful
crime. I must save the life of the child
of my oid friend, who Intrusted her to
my care. What ‘shall I do? Single
handed, I cannot cope with these armed
ruffians. There is but one man at the
depot, but he may be able to telegraph
for aid or stop the traln. Ah, it is use-
less. That blow has robbed me of my
strength.”

Ranger Ralph spoke these last words
ih a despairing tone, foz a second effort
to rise proved futlle.

«1'1l crawl to the depot, but I'll ontwit
these scoundrels,” he muttered grimly, a
moment later. "

He was outside the range of the vislon
of the men grouped on the tracks twenty
feet away, and besides they pald no
further attention to the foe they believed
to be dead Slowly, painfully, Ranger
Ralph began to creep through the under-
brush. It was a terrible task for his
enervated frame, but he finally saw in
the distance the single signal lamp of the
station.

Precions moments were &lipping by;
he realized this, and the thought nerved
him to renewed effort.

Ten minutes later the single occupant
of the station, a young, handsome man
of about twenty years, started from
reading a paper as a suspicious sound
echoed from the direction of the door.

His hand sought the revolver at his
belt, as he remembered the perils of the
times, but dropped it to his side, und he
pttered an amazed cry as his glance fell
npon the strange figure that filled the
doorway a moment later.

“(3reat heavens, man!” he cried; “what

| does this mean?”

He stdod staring in blank horror at
the blood-covered form of Ranger Ralph,
who had crept over the threshold.

“Help me to & chalr, quick!” gasped
the almost exbausted scout.

v “You are Injured—you have rallenl®
| “No! I have been tho victim of @
cowardly and brutal assanlt.®

“Where—by whom?"

He had lifted the scout to a chalr and
wns trembling with excltement as he
discerned some mystery in tho manner
of his visitor.

The latter did not answer his question
directly. Instoad, his eyes, falling on
a clock within a ratled inclosure of the
depot, he asked tumultuously:

“The traln—when will it arrive?”

41t 13 due In ten mioutes.”

“Stop 1tl®

“Stop t?” cried the other. “Why, man!
what do you mean?®

“What I say:” crled Range? Ralph,
wildly. “Don’t waste time wite idle
gueations. A hundred lives lie on the
turc of & moment of time. Telegrapb
shend and bave the traln stopped!®

“Impossiblel”
“Why?®

“Because it has already passed the last
station. ®

Renger Ralph uttered a groan of de-
spair.

“Then secure ald and hasten to the
curve'!” he cried.

“Explain yourself. Why are you S0
lncg]&erant.—ao excited? There is dan-
er

“Terrible daager.”

« “Everything is arranged for the wreck,

“From whom?” _

“Traln wre~kera.”

The youn , .ian-started violently.

“It cannot be!” he cried.

“Yes, there are six of them, led by
Dyke Despard, a notorious outlaw.
there no one near?”

“No one. Rouse yourself, man. To-
gother we may be able to disperse these
scoundrels.”

“Impossible. I could not walk a step
unaided. ?

The other hastened to 8 window and
looked out toward the south.

“The depct agent will Arrive shortly,®
he said, in hurried, anxious tones

“Are you not the agent?” asked Ranger
RBalph, in some surprise.

“No; I was waiting for the train here.
He has & sick family at his homé, five
miles from here, and asked me to take
charge while he took some medicine
over to them. But he said he would re-
turn before the train arrived.”

“And before then it may be too late ta
stop the train. Oh, cannot something
be donel”

With his belplessness, delay and inac
tlon was torture to Ranger Ralph.

“A signall” cried his companion, sud-
denly: “I will outwit these scoundrels
Quick, now, tell me where they are.”

In brief but graphic language the
scout imparted the desired information.

The other listened with the closest
sttention and interest, his eyes gleaming
with latent excitement and ‘céurageons
determination.

When the recital was concluded he
:gra.nn to the projecting window where

e depot lantern was.

Ranger Ralph watched him cautfously
88 he saw him extinguish the lantern.

“What are you going to do?” he
asked.

“Signal and stop the traln.®

“How?"

«With this lantern.”

“You cannot pass the wreckers.”

«] must and will. Once beyond them,
I will relight the lantern, and hasten on
antil I meet the train.”

«“Hasten, for heavan’s sake!® cried the
peout, in imploring tones. “Seel the
‘train I8 almost now due.”

Without another word, the young man
sprang through the doorway, the un-
lighted lantern in one hand, & revolver
in the other.
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TEMPERANCE

DROP BY DROP.
Dropby drog !drop by drop!
Filling the glass to the very top,
TWhen will the terrible traffle stop? 4

How inany glasses drinkers bold?
How many treats for young and old?
How much polson, hot and cold? .

Ah!you “would know,” I hear you gay,
How many glasses day by day
Measure the drops in yonder bay.

Gather them up In pints and gills, -
All the streamlets and all the rills, |,
Fresh from the everlasting hills, 7
Count the sand-grains one by one,

The myriad stars with work begun,

And they’ll never compare when all is done!

Oceans and rivers of liquid fire!

Thinking of this no tongue should tire

Teaching the truth to son ané sire,
—2Mrs. M. A. Eidder, in Youth's Banner,

A PROBLEM TO BE SOLVED,

The problem of *‘hard times" will be solved
when the working men of fAmerica boyecott
the saloon and stop drinking liquor, About
8400,000,000 & year goes {nto the saloon from
the hard-earned wages of workmen. This
money, turned into the channels of industry
and commerce, would bring comfort and
happiness and plenty to millions of house-
holds,—National Temperance Advocate,

A FATAL GLASS,

1 was much impressed, says a writer, with
what is related of the bulte of Bordeaus
He was the hope of France, tha one mar
who might have saved the dynasty waicn he
represented from the impending horrors of
revolutfon, He was a virtuous prines, but
drank wine, He discovered that a certaln
number of potations could not be indulged
in without making him drunk. Asa rule
he did not violate the law of temperance,
but on one memorable oceaslon he took &
single glass of liquor beyond the limit, Go-
ing to carringe he stumbled on enterina
it thda htia::rsa was frightened, rar off, and

(3 .

GREATEST CAUSE OF INSANITY.

Intemperance in drink heads the lst of
phyeical causes of insanity, and domestlo
‘ronble and grisf the moral causes, but out
»f 2000 cnses of insanity we find intamgan
\nce in drink the cause of 577 cases, or 27.4
per cent,, and domestic trouble and grief in
»nly seventy-two cases, or 3.4 per oent,
Chere can be no doubt that intemperance in
drink induces insanity In fully twenty-flve
per cent, of all the insane cases in the Uni-
ied States, elther directly or indirectly. It
s also responsible for very much of the im-
becility and {dioey of the offspring of intem-

srate parents, Flity per cent. of nll our
rdiots and imbeciles are without doubt the
sftspring of drunkards, Where strong liquors
ire increasingly consumed we find & propor-
Jonateamount of aleoholic insanity, Where
the consumption of alcohol doubles, there
e find the cases of insanity from lntemper-
wnce will rise over fifty per ceat.

ALWATS POOB.

Another cause of perpetual poverty is the
cause alcobolio, The victim does.not last
long. He soon erouches into the drunkard's
grave. But what about his wifeand chil-
dren? asks & prominent New York writer
and public speaker. She takes in washing,
fwhen she can get it, or goes out working on
ismall wages, because sorrow and privation
‘bave left her incapneitated to do astrong
woman's work. The children are thin-
‘bicoded and gaunt ana pale and weuk, stand-
iing around in cold rooms, or pitching pen-

es on the street corner, and munching a.

plice of unbuttered bread when they oan get |

it, swarn ‘at by passers-by beea'naatheg do
notgetnnt the way; kicked onward to-
tward manhéod or womanbood, for which
they have no pre}:amtlon except o de ravecll
appetite and frail constitution, can idntes
for almshouse and penitentiary, Whatever
bther causes of poverty may fall, the saloon
oy be depended upon to furnish an ever-
creasing throng of paupers.

' CIDER DRINKING.

. Wa rrequently hoar that thereis ‘0o harm
from drinking sweet cider,” and temperanca!
rganizations frequently have this question
Erought before them for discussion. Clder
ommences to ferment assoon as it {s out of
the press, and the nlcohol in cider is ns se-
ductive and polsonous as in any other drink,
and in many cases more so. A. P. Foster,
D. D., of Massachusetts, in a recent letter to
the Advance, writes ns follows :
+A recent dreadful murder in this State,
committed by a man upon his brother, {llus-
trates the evils of elder drinking, Themur-
derer was intoxicated on hard eider, and,
henee was in an ugly mood, as is invariably
the case with those under the influence o
this dangerous intoxieant, In New England
cider is one of the greatest temptations to
intemperance. Every fall plies of small and
gnarly apples are gatherad, which are mar-
ketable only at the cider-mill, There is o'
proflt to be made on them, and the farmers
do not feel that they enn fosait. This fact
hus done much to break down the prohihitl-
tory law in Massachusstts, Yenrs ago when
this law was in force it met with opposition
from the older-raising farmers, To get their
vote cider was exempted from the npplica-
tion of thelaw. But this was a fatal Incon-
slstenoy, Hard cider is far worse in its ef5
fects than many other of the milder intoxi4
cants like ale and beer.  But it is easlly ob
tained on New England farms; the boy:
grow fond of it, bezinniag with aweet clder,
but speedlly finding their way to the fer
mented and intoxleating article, The tast
for alcohol thus formed, it naturally doos
not stop with cider. Thus our New Englang
cider operates adverssly to temperance }
two wn.{is—-it breaks down the strength of
those who, but for this, would promote tem4
perance legislation, and by its dulcet ent
couragement to sweet cider, it tempts out
country boys to start out on A path that
lends to a drumkard’s grave. Apples in New
England, T! in the Mississipp! Valley, and
grapes on the Paciflc Coast are, every one,
tempters to break down the temperance re
form.™ .

WILD DUCKS.

EXPERIENCE OF AN OLR WEST-
ERN HUNTER,

Nothing in Wild Fowling to Equal
the Charm of Chasing the Teal
and the Mallard — Varlous
Ways of Hunting Them.

HILE the lover of grouse
shooting looks forward
with fondest anticipations
to the open season when

he can pursue his favorite game, the
pleasures he finds are not to be gom-
pared to those enjoyed by the hardy
duck shooter. The latter is like the
war horse which sniffs the battle from
afar, for the leaden sky, the cool
nights and the north winds are mes-
sengers to him telling him that the
ducks will soon come. The discom-
forts and inconveniences he has to exn-
dure are smong the sweetest of his
recollections when he recalls the time
he had among wild fowl. There isa
rare charm about duck shooting which
lessens all other shooting in the mind
of the wild fowler., Tell to him the
delights of woodcock shooting and he
will say: ‘‘Bosh! who wants to tramp
in the island underbrush, where the
mosquitoes are claiming possession of
the land, and are singing the war ery
of their tribes in your ears, or worse
still, thrusting s bill into your faces
and boring you outrageously?’ But
ask him to go duck shooting and his
soul responds to your invitation, and
he will tell you he has patched his
rubber boots, has hidden his corduroy
suit lest his wife should have the dirt
and stains washed from it, has had
shells loaded weeks before, and is
ready to go on the shortest notice.

The season for duck shooting be-
gins September 1 in theNorthern and
Western States, and when the day
begins to break on that eventful date
the marshes are dieturbed here and
there with splashing oars and creak-
ing reeds which tell of the presence of
many hunters.

The teal are among the first water
fowl to afford good shooting. They
are distingnished as the blue and green
wing, The former are the larger
and usunally the more scarce. They
are dainty little onesand love to bask
in the sunshine of the marshes, or sit
on some round bar, which one often
sees in the winding oreels and sloughs.
They seldom fly in pairs during the
fall, but feed in large flocks, and, as
they swoop pest the hunter’s blind, a
single discharge of the gun often re-
sults in the killing of from three to a
half dozen birds. They love to drop
into the little open place, which, from
en elevation, gleam like silver inj the
bunches of rushes, and as the birds
swoop along they will suddenly flirt
and dart, dropping into their watery
oases with a gentle splash, cr as softly
a8 feathers drifting into the sea.

Teal shooting can only be enjoyed
when one has a good retriever in the
marsh. Of course if the flight is such
that the birds fly over the open water,
then a boat answers as well or better
than a dog. But generally the birds
dart over the rush tops, and as they
go with great velocity they are fre-
quently killed so they drop iuto the
rushes and wild rice, where it is ut-
terly impossible to recover them with-
out a retriever. While the tesl are
difficnlt to hit on account of the great
speed with which they fly, they are
not tenacious of life and succumb to
slight blows. The skillful hunter un-
deretands the necessity of holding his
gun well ahead of the birde, for, while
he knows the velocity of shot is much
greater than the speed of the birds,
he also knows it takes time to decide
to shoot, to pull the trigger, for the
eap to explode, for the shot to issue
from the barrel, and then to reach the
bird; all that time, slight though itis,
the swift flying bird has flown from
eight to ten feet, and, unless the
shooter has simed those distances
shead of the bird, depending on the
distance the bird is from him, the pel-
lets of shot will go behind the bird
and the shooter will score a mis, Nos,
7 and 8 shot are the favorite s.ze when
shooting teal. i

There is another buck, very similar
to the teal, and yet morelike the female
mallard, which frequents the marshes
and pays tribute to the hunter’s skill.
This is the gray duck, and known
locally throughout the United States
as godwell, speckle belly and gray
widgeon. It is very similar in appear-

nated grouse. On being urged on he
pounced upon s young mallard duck
and then he successively brought me
gix or eight which were two-thirds
grown. -

Mallards do not vary mnch in size;
the males are larger and handsomer
than the females, and are always &
special mark for the wild fowler. The
tyro in duck shooting frequently em-
phasizes the mallard he has succeeded
in bagging by calling it ‘‘a big fat
mallard,” When a boy, the many
mallards I used to kill were always
“big and fat.” Nowadays they are
mallards pure and simple. There are
many ways to hunt mallards and, at
this season of the year, the methods

of.her, for there the birds eome in at
times with perfect recklessness, and it
geems i1mpossible to keep /them out.
At such a time the hunter appreciates
and enjoys the impossible. As the
mallards fly up and down the marsh,
undecided just where they will alight,
their eyes are constantly watch-
ing for a oplace where other
ducks have preceded them. They
are companionable and like to
associate with not only their kind
but with other ducks, and when blue
bills jare bobbing on the rougher
waters of the lakes outside the margin
of the wild rice and rushes their pres-
ence seems to tell the wary mallards

that in the recesses of the marsh and

JUMPING BLUE WING TEAL.

employed are: First by jumping them.
This is done at prairie ponds, where
one can get near the rushes; thew the
frightened ‘birds jump out and szek
escape. Then, too, the jumping of
mallards is done in marshes, when ihe
wild flowler eits in the bow of the boat,
and ss the pusher propels the boat
around the narrow winding stream the
birds will fiy out, presenting the ensi-
est kind of shots, It is very easy to
hit mallards when they fly up out of &
marsh, for they invariably ‘‘climb”—
that is, they keep rising until they
have reached a height of from fifteen
to thirty feet, when they start off in
a direct line. When the shooter shoots
at the bird he shounld hold a few
inches or a foot over itto allow for its
rise.

The second method which may be
employed in mellard shooting early in
the season is in flight shooting. This
is done by the wild fowler secreting
himself at some point or under the
line of flight when he has mnoticed the
birds flying back and forth to and
from their feeding grounds. Attimes
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GREEN WING TEAT,

one can get excellent shooting in this
manner, and it is rare sport to kill
the birds in their flight. There is no
assurance of one getting good shoot-
ing in this way, for the birds may
chenge their line of flight, being
frightened by some hunter who in his
desire for birds forgets, if he ever
knew, that there is an etiquette which
established rules hold sacred among
men in the field as well asat other
places,

The third and best way of shooting
mallards is over decoys. These de-
coys.are made of wood or rubber and
imitate in appearance the kind of
duck the wild fowler 1s seeking. Care
should be taken in setting out these
decoys, for they must simulate as
nearly as possible the living birds in
their habits and peculiarities. Ducks
always alight against the wind, and
mallards select the still woter in pref-
erence to the rough. The decoys
should therefore be placed so that the
mallards will approach them coming
up wind, for they fly much lower then
and are less suspicious than when fly-
ing with the wind. If they come down
wind they sre harder to decoy, for
they will then make s detour before
alighting, and as they circle around
they are suspicious and their sharp
eyes will observe the slightest move-

ment of the wild fowler. The more

it
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SHOOTING MALLARDS FROM A BLIND,

ance in its flight to the mallard end is
often mistaken for it, for after the
hunter has killed the bird he finds his
mistake when picking the duck up.
The gray ducks decoy splendidly and
the wild fowler who is shooting mal-
lards over decoys is always sure to
have among his birds a good number
of them, Their eall is very similar to
the mallard, but it is shriller and of u
tenor tone, whereas, when a mallard
opens up her throat and utters her loud
quack, quack, quack, noisy at first and
dying away graduslly with each suc-
ceeding quack, the ery causes the hun-
ter to clutch his gun nervously, for
there isa something in it that malkes
his blood tingle.

Mallard shooting beginsat the open-
ing of the season, pnd as these ducks
breed in the marshes of the Northern
States it is not unusual in Northern
Iowa, Michigan and Wisconsin to see a
mallard with her brood in many of the
little prairie ponds or slonghs where
the rushes afford protection from
prowling animals. At one time while
hunting pinnated grouse in Eastern
Iowa early in August my dog, which
was an excellent one, came to a stand.
point at the edge of o slough. I sup-

posed he had found & covey of pin-

decoysused the better, for numbers
seem to dispel all doubt. Mallards
when first alighting rarely ever drop
in & bunch ; they alight apart, and af-
ter feeding to their satisfaction they
oftentimes swim together, and if the
day is warm three or four, sometimes
more, will tuck their heads beneath
their wings and doze the time away.
1t is such times ns thie when the pot
hunter gets in his work and kills from
six to a dozen at one shot.

The glories of mallard shooting are
to be had early in the morning and up
to nine o’clock, then from about five
o'clock until dark, and when one finds
the place where they have been ac-
customed to come in and feed undis-
turbed, it is nothing unusual for one
gunner to bag from thirty to sixty.
The writer has done this frequently,
and, jointly with another, has killed
over fifty in an hour. When decoys
are to set out the experienced wild
fowler takes everything into consid-
eration which will aid to make him
successful. The spot selected shonld
be an isolated one if possible, where
the ducks have been accustomed to
alight and feed or rest undisturbed
for days or .weeks. A feeding place
should be chosen in preference to any

in proximity to the blue bills there
are places where the mallards can find
a feeding place and regale themselves
on seeds and larve, which may be
skimmed from the surface of the water,
or the wild rice, which is as fondly
desired by the mallard as ice cream is
by the budding woman. ’

As the mallards come within a few
hundred yards of the decoys the wild
fowler calls to them, imitating the ery
of mallards when they are in the
marshes enjoying seclusion and con-
tentment, This call is made by using
a duck call made especially for the
purpose or by calling with the human!
voice, The duck-shooter presses his
lips and teeth together, and when the'
birds sre within hailing distance he
calls softly, ‘“Me-amph,” ‘“Me-amph.”
This cry, if properly given, results in;
turning the birds toward the con-!
cealed hunter, and they fly toward the,
decoys. The mallards trequently an-!
swer these calls; if they do the hunter,
is sure to get a good shot if he remains!
motionless and concealed, and, as he|
watches the birds come to him wit«hl
wings bowed preparatory to alighting
his heart trobs fast as his eyes rest on!
the russet and mottled female mallard|
and then on the splendid drake, whose,
deep green head and white band around
his head draw first to him the hunter’s
aim. Just as the birds are over the
decoys and their red feet are extended!
and ready to alight, and they are
chuckling their satisfaction at finding,
this place, which they have long sought,
the wild fowler selects his bird, a drake
by all means, and, as onereport rapidly
follows another, the stricken birds fall
limp and dead, while their mates ut-!
ter frightened cries and seek escape in
rapid flight. 1t often happens that
when two hunters are shooting fromi
the same blind each willmake a doable, |
i. e., each kill his pair of birds. i

The sine qus non in having good
duck shooting is as the Irishman said:
¢‘Plenty- of very wet weather.” Un-,
less there is plenty of water in the!
marshes one cannot feel assured of!
getting the best of wild fowl shooting. |
If there are occasional ponds to be!
found throughout some’ extensive
swamp ducks may frequent that
swamp in great numbers, but thel
hunter will scarcely find them worth'
the seeking, for the marsh will be one
vast bed of muck and the hunter will
soon become tired and disgusted with'
the situntion. The ducks seem to re-|
alize the protection they find amid
such surroundings, end, instead of
flying about, they remain in their

squawk from morning till night. ;

A well trained retriever is ome of
the greatest blessings the duck shooter,
was ever favored with, Sucha dogis
almost worth his weight in gold to the,
wild fowler, for in no other way can
the hunter get his birds out of the
thick rushes and wild rice. ~ The dog
must be obedient, have a good nose,'
be powerful and courageous, He mush
be of a neutral color. The best breed
of dogs is the Chesapeake. They are:
& dead color of a faded buffalo robe;
are not afraid of mud, rushes or ice,
and will dive if necessary to get their
bird. I have seen them retrieve in
floating ice in & swift current and it
was mere play for them. I have seen
another mark where a goose fell and
retrieve it from a distance of fully one-
balf mile, earrying a weight of twelve
pounds in his mouth as if it wasa
stick.

The wild fowler of to-day has
changed his ideas about the firearms
he uses. The large bores, such as six
or eight, are but seldom used, and the
one who uses them now is decidedly
behind the times. The favorite duck
gun among expert shots is the twelve
gauge hammerless, bured a full choke,
shooting 44 ounces of shot and 3%
drams of nitro-powder. Sucha gun,
with the load mentioned, is a far-kill-
ing weapon. Black powder 18 used
but very little by the majority of
sportsmen, The noise, the report
end the smoke incident to black
powder are mostly done away with
when one uses nitro-powder, and one’s
pleasures are consequently enhanced.
Nitro or smokeless powder has gun
cotton for its foundation, end its ad-
vantages are slight recoil, very little
noise and an almost total absence of
smoke, thus enabling the shooter to
use the second barrel quickly without
interference from smoke, which from
powder made of charcoal and saltpeter
oftentimes prevents a second shot.—
Chicago Herald.

The pedestrian Grandin, who has
walked over 14,000 kilometers
America and Europe, is about to em-
bark for Africa, where ho intends to
endeavor to walk from Oran to Tim-
buectoo, crossing the dreaded Sshara

on the way.

The Marquis of Lorne has written
the libretto of an opera, which will be
gset to music by the Scottish composer,
Hamish McCunn, The first perform-
ance will probably take place before
the Queen at Windsor Castle.

N —
Daniel M. Spraker, of Fonds, N.
Y., is the oldest bank president in the
United States, He has just passed his

pinety-sixth birthday.

secluded places and sip and feed and:
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The Albatross.

The albatross, & bird of the genus
Diomedin®, and of which there are
geveral known species, is characters
ized by its great size, its powerfully

built body, short, thick neck, and
long-and powerful beak, which is com-
gresaed at the sides and curves sud
enly downward with a sharp hook al
the point, The feet are short, the
three toes long and completely
webbed ; the wings are long and nar-
row. The abundant plumage is of a
grave color, which varies somewhat,
according to sex and age, nndalsoj
perheps, sccording to the season o
the year. ,
The common albatross (Diomedes/
graving—for which we are indebted
to Brehm's “Thierleben”—is pure
white, except for the black of the
wings and a sprinkling of more orle
brown over the white ground when :5
reaches & certain age. The eye i

green, the beak pinkish white, a‘nadq
ing to yellow toward the point; the
feet are tinged with red. The com-~
mon albatross is the largest sea bird
known, weighing from twelwe to
twenty-eight pounds. The usual

but one was shot off the Cape of Goo

powers of flight are extraordinary, aq
might be presupposed from the ex-

bones, which are said to be as long ag
the whole body. Sailors have manyj
strange notions about it, one of which
is that it sleeps on the wing, :

— e
Monkey Tricks in Midair,

Jack,” died at Fall River Mass,, red
sently. He had drank heavily. Deathl
was due to exposure.

Some time ago he finished building an

3mith Paper Company’s mill, near
Boston, The chimney is 130 feeX
high, Several planks had been drawn/
ap and placed across the top to hold
material, and an iron rod had been
put through the top of the chimney.
One Sunday afternoon Msyman

oeen drinking and went to the to
of the chimney to show how steady his
nerve was. Tuking a stout plank he

STEEPLE JACE'S TERRIFYING FEAT.

inserted one end under the rod, let:
ting the other end project into the ai
about eight feet. He first tried the
plank with his foot ; then walked slow-
Iy to the end, stooped, grasped the
plank with both hands and stood on
his head at the extreme end. All the
spectators grew faint at the sight and
most of them turned away, being una-
ble to look at the terrifying per-

formance.
——— I ——

Peace and .War in Korea.
While the Japs and Chinese are
warring cver their mutual ‘“‘rights” in
Korea, the humble agriculturist of
that country is pursuing his peaceful

' A&
avocation and cultivating his erops.
The picture represents the method
employed by a Korean farmer to guard
his field of pumpkins from thieves and
foragers.

dark brown, the bare eyelid pale.

wddition to a chimney owned by the|:

exulans), of which we publish an en-

ex:
tent of its wings is about eleven feet‘.J g
Hope that measured 173 feet. Itd A

treme lightness of its hollow wing ~

John William Mayman, known,
thronghout the country as ‘Bteeple




